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0 Christmas Tree 


Author's Notes: 
The first of the round of Christmas fic requests that | did on my writing journal. This one is for lasamy. 


From a purely sensual perspective, he appreciated Christmas. 


He enjoyed glancing out the car window and letting his eyes trail across the endless strings of glittering lights 
that adorned houses, fences, and trees. He loved the parade of delicate yet gaudy ornaments, all reflective, all 
doused in sparkles, all shaped in pleasing spirals and circles. He was particularly fond of the colors, the vivid 
dark greens and the shimmering silvers and the crisp golds. His particular favorite was the combination of red 
and cream so often used in department stores; it always seemed to him more of a physical sensation, the 
luxurious brush of rich velvet. He often had to restrain himself from reaching up to touch the signs, and it 


always made him laugh inwardly. 


The rest of it he could have done without. He wasn't, and had never been, particularly religious, and although 
he approved of the notion of peace on Earth and goodwill towards men in an abstract sort of way, it simply 


wasn't something that he put much stock in. He outright hated the twee consumerist jitters that the holiday 


seemed to awake in people, and the music was universally horrible. 


So he embraced Christmas cautiously, never quite sure if he wanted to celebrate it or not but certain that he 
had no real right to it. Wasn't it for people to pay their respects to Jesus, after all? Deep down, in spite of 
Santa and snowmen and cookies, wasn't the holiday truly about the birth of Christ? Often, cynically, he thought 
that he was the only one who remembered that, and so more often than not he let Christmas slip by 


unacknowledged. 


This year he was giving the season a small nod. After much cajoling on Duff's part, he'd agreed to a gift 
exchange. Just the two of them, nothing fancy, no shiny paper and no Handel playing in the background and no 
waiting until Christmas Eve or Day. He mostly did it because he knew how much Duff enjoyed giving him 
things, and if he didn't agree and set some terms, he'd get back to the house one day and find the entire living 


room swimming with brightly colored boxes. 


So they'd sat down and hammered out terms, and Slash was on his way home after the last gift buying 
excursion of the month. He was fairly satisfied with what he'd ended up purchasing. All of it fell into the 
category of Things That Duff Wanted But Would Never Ask For, as evidenced by this final gift. Slash glanced 
over and smiled faintly, glad that the puppy had slept for the duration of the ride home. 


He pulled into the garage and slipped out of the car, bundling the puppy up in a blanket and secreting it in the 
laundry room. It was going to be the last present Duff received; hopefully it wouldn't bark and give itself away. 
The puppy seemed content to sleep, however, and Slash snuck into the house with a satisfied grin on his face. 


The house was quiet when he walked in, and he meandered idly through the kitchen, fingers trailing along the 
countertops. Duff must still be out, or else up in the room wrapping gifts. They'd agreed to forgo that, but he 
knew Duff well enough to know that he wasn't likely to resist the allure of shiny patterned paper. It was fine. 
He'd had most of Duff's presents wrapped in the store to save them looking like they'd been attacked by 


retarded lemurs. 


"Baby?" he called, softly enough that he wouldn't disturb Duff but loud enough to warn him that he wasn't 
alone in the house. No one answered and, satisfied that his duty as a considerate boyfriend had been 
discharged, Slash pushed open the kitchen door and stopped short at the sight of the living room. 


At first glance, it seemed to have been completely rearranged. All of the furniture had been pushed back to 
the edges of the room and draped over with blood red cloth, making room for a massive tree. It was real, he 
could tell that right away from the overpowering scent of pine that pricked his nostrils, and where Duff had 
found enough lights to span its girth, Slash simply didn't know. They were his favorite kind, though, the plain 
white ones that looked like little stars draped among the branches. They were accented and reflected by tinsel, 


but nothing else. It was minimalist and beautiful. 


"Duff?" he whispered, stepping into the room. His eyes sought out other spots of light in the room. Duff had 
set up candles of varying sizes all over the room, so that everything was lit by a soft, flickering glow. Slash 


was puzzled and bemused, obviously there was something more to it than this. As lovely and atmospheric as 


the room was, he couldn't imagine that Duff would consider this a gift. 


No one answered, so he stepped further into the room. There was music playing and he paused a moment to 
make certain that it wasn't Christmas music. There were violins, soft and silvery in the background, and very 
little else. Breathing a sigh of mixed relief and impatience, he rounded the tree and, for the second time, 
stopped in his tracks. 


There, nestled up against the side of the tree, was a massive, sprawling pile of pillows, every one of them 
either vivid red or rich cream. That alone would have been enough to satisfy him, but Duff had gone ten steps 
further, as usual, and Slash couldn't contain a soft delighted laugh. "What on earth are you doing, baby?" 


Duff looked up from where he was sprawled and smiled, teasing and welcoming. He'd arranged the pillows 
artfully to conceal his nudity while at the same time leaving little doubt that he was, in fact, completely naked. 
His eyes were ringed with smoky eyeliner, smudged and wiped to make his eyes deep and long and mysterious. 
It was a lovely sight, hedonistic and enticing, and as Slash bent down to run his fingers up Duff's long leg, he 
saw that Duff had twisted bits of tinsel in his hair so that it glittered subtly when he moved. 


"| got you a present," he answered simply, grinning and twining his arms around Slash's neck. He smelled good, 
like cinnamon and cloves, and Slash buried his face against his long neck. His lips parted slightly, tongue brushing 
out to taste Duff's skin, and Duff squealed softly. 


| see that.." Slash pulled back and stripped off his shirt. Before it was even over his head, Duff leaned forward 
and unfastened his jeans. "How long have you been plotting this?" As he talked, he kicked off his shoes and 
squirmed out of his pants. As soon as he was naked, Duff wrapped long limbs around him and pulled him down 
into the pillows. He sank in with a stifled laugh and stretched indulgently. Satin and velvet. Good lord. 


"| dunno, a while." Duff snuggled close, laying his blonde head against Slash's chest and closing his eyes with a 
contented sigh. "You're ruining the mood. Quit asking so many questions.” There was a pause, then he looked up, 


eyes shadowed and uncertain. "Don't you like it?" 


"Of course.” And the funny thing was, he did. If Duff had pulled this at any other time, he would have rolled 
his eyes and indulged, but not particularly cared for it. At Christmas, though, and as a gift? It was perfect. It 
was everything about the season that he loved, all the colors and smells and textures with none of the 


trappings of the holiday itself. "You look like an angel." 


It was hard to tell in the darkness, but he thought Duff might have blushed. He certainly pressed closer, 
wrapping his arms tight around Slash's waist and nuzzling his nose up against Slash's shoulder. Slash laughed 
softly, stroked his fingers down Duff's spine. They lay like that for a while, and Slash let his eyes wander, 


focusing and unfocusing so that the lights and candles shimmered and blurred. 


It couldn't last for long, of course, and soon Duff was squirming like an anxious puppy. Slash knew what he 
wanted immediately, but he bit his lip against a smile and continued to stare at the tree. Let Duff make the 


first move. He rarely got to, if only because Slash wasn't the sort of person who delayed his appetites, and 


Slash thought it might be fun for once if he sat back and enjoyed the ride. 


There was a moment's hesitation, then he heard Duff laugh softly under his breath, understanding what was 
expected of him and reacting gleefully. His hips pushed up against Slash's side, prick rubbing teasingly against 
Slash's bare skin, and Slash moaned low, rolled over. His lips found Duff's, hands tangling in his glittering hair, 
legs curving up to twine with Duff's own, sealing their bodies together. So much for being patient. 


Duff broke the kiss, gasping and purring, and Slash reached out immediately, dragging his fingertips across 
Duff's swollen lips. He responded immediately, opening his mouth and curling his tongue out to draw Slash's 
fingers deep into his throat. As he sucked gently, his eyes drifted shut and muffled noises of contentment 


escaped from the corners of his lips. Slash watched for a moment, heavy-lidded, then reached out. 


It was rude, of course, and he knew it perfectly well He should have pulled his fingers out of Duff's mouth, 
held him by the shoulders, and explained carefully what he wanted to do so that there could be no accusation 
later on, no recrimination to mar the memory of this gift. Slash had never been good at that sort of thing, 
though. Talking about sex seemed a waste of time to him; it wasn't that he was irresponsible, because he 


always stopped if Duff said stop. It was just.. more fun if Duff was taken unawares. 


So he was careful to keep Duff's head turned away as his fingers wrapped securely around a candle. He 
glanced at it, smiled wolfishly. It was a red one, the perfect color to show against Duff's golden skin. Biting his 
lower lip, Slash shifted and pushed his palm against Duff's chin, forcing his head back. 


The scalding wax drizzled across his chest, careful little swirls and drips, and Duff screamed. 


Slowly, Slash withdrew his fingers, mindful that they could get bitten off, and Duff's mouth fell open in mingled 
pain and lust and astonishment. His eyes turned to Slash, but the question there - what the helll? - was 
stopped before it reached his lips. Scarlet wax dotted down his stomach and this time he moaned, pushing up 
into the pain, his lean body shuddering. 


Slash could only imagine how it felt. He'd never had a big masochistic streak. Maybe a spanking here and there, 
or some hair pulling. Duff, though.. Duff lived for it. He'd never heard someone scream and squeal and cry for 
a spanking the way Duff did, and at first he'd been content with that. But for the past month or so, he'd been 
entertaining other notions. If Duff liked his hand so much, why not a belt? Why not tie him up one night, see 
how he liked that? They were delicious thoughts, fantasies that gave him a tingling, shivering sensation of 
power down deep in his belly. 


Deliberate and cruel, Slash lowered the candle again, so close to Duff's skin that he could obviously feel the 
heat of the flame. He shied back a little, whimpering in confusion, then arched and twisted, stuffing his fist into 
his mouth to muffle a shriek as Slash poured molten wax down the line of one sharp hipbone. As Duff 
contorted, crying and shaking for more, Slash sat back a moment to survey his work. There were abstract 
patterns of wax across Duff's entire torso, and though they were cracking and flaking away as he squirmed on 


the pillows, the vivid crimson was as pretty as he'd anticipated. 


Purring in triumph, Slash gripped Duff by the thighs, pushed his legs up till his knees rested on his shoulders. 
There would be time enough for slow fucking later; after watching that little performance, he was hard 
pressed to find the patience and consideration to stretch Duff. He shouldn't have worried. His fingers slipped 
inside Duff easily, slick and welcome. 


"You little minx," he breathed Duff wrinkled his nose in bemused puzzlement and Slash kissed it gently. "Ready 
for everything, huh?" 


"Not the wax," Duff answered, and the low note of approval in his voice sent a shiver of lust down Slash's 
spine. Licking his lips, he pushed forward, rubbing his prick teasingly against Duff's ass, closing his eyes against 
the delicious need in Duff's voice. 


He thrust in suddenly, all at once, and Duff howled in surprise. His hips left the bed of pillows, slamming 
forward as his legs tried to twitch down, to draw Slash deeper. Slash snarled, kept his legs pinioned. He liked 
Duff best this way, open and helpless, desperate for leverage and entirely at Slash's mercy. He caught his 
breath, reasserted control over his own body. He didn't intend to last long this time; after all, they had the 


rest of the night to play. Still, he wouldn't embarrass himself by coming as soon as he pushed in 


Slash bit his lips as he began to thrust, hands playing their way up and down Duff's legs, hair sticking to his 
face as a fine sheen of sweat broke out on his skin His hips moved hard against Duff's, slamming into him 

with a painful intensity. It wouldn't be the first time he'd given himself bruises on his hipbones from fucking, 
but he thought that this time Duff might share in the injury. He squealed every time Slash pushed in, and in 


his voice was a heady mixture of agony and pleasure. 


Slash's nails raked down the backs of Duff's thighs and he forced his eyes to stay open. He enjoyed watching 
Duff's face, the way it contorted, the way his lips formed words that he had no breath to push out. The tinsel 
in his hair gleamed and shimmered in the dim light of the room, and as sweat poured down his face it took the 
eyeliner with it, leaving streaks of black across his high cheekbones. It almost looked like he'd been crying, an 
ill-used angel begging for mercy. 


Slash groaned, raised a hand. It slammed down across Duff's face, snapping his head to the side with the force 
of the blow, and Slash thought he saw a bright welling of blood. One of his rings, probably. It would bruise and 
swell and mar Duff's pretty face. For a second, he slowed, horrified by what he'd done. The wax he could get 
away with, but this? He'd never hit Duff in the face, never even dreamed of it. As sick as it was, though, 


there was a giddy pleasure down in his gut. 


Duff looked up at him, licked his lips. There was something unfamiliar in his eyes, a look that said clearly, /f you 
stop now | swear HI rp your dick off and feed it fo you. There was nothing really to do in the face of those 
burning eyes. Confused and delighted, Slash slammed his hips against Duff's again, fucking him harder, deeper, 
faster, punctuating each thrust with a vicious bite, face pressed against Duff's long neck, teeth sinking in hard. 


He felt an orgasm trembling at the base of his spine, a hot coil of need that seemed to reach out for Duff. 
His thrusts grew erratic. His teeth bit deeper. Dimly, above the sounds of his own harsh breathing and the 


rush of blood in his ears, he could hear Duff screaming and begging, needing it just as bad. Slash swallowed a 


groan, arched back. 


The back of his hand struck Duff's face again, the opposite cheek. There was no blood this time, just the 
satisfying crack of flesh on flesh. Duff's head jerked to the side again, his mouth open in a tight 0 of shock 
and pleasure, and a scream bubbled up from deep inside him. It started low but gathered steam fast, rising 
and rising through the octave until Slash was sure it would shatter his eardrums, and then Duff's body jerked 
and he clenched around Slash's prick and a flood of warmth bathed Slash's belly. 


He gritted his teeth, closed his eyes, hips still pistoning in and out even as he came. Pleasure erupted inside 
him, the hot coil shattering and flinging itself throughout his body. He spilled himself inside Duff with a soft 
groan and let himself fall forward, boneless and sated, to rest against Duff's chest. Duff's fingers tangled in his 


hair, holding him close, and Slash smiled softly as he breathed in cinnamon and cloves. 

"I love you," Duff whispered. His voice was husky with satisfaction 

"I love you too, baby..." 

Slash yawned slowly, wondering why he suddenly had the niggling sensation that he'd forgotten something. Try 
as he might, he couldn't put his finger on it, so he shrugged it off, closed his eyes. Just before he drifted off, 
pillowed on Duff's chest, there was a sharp, imperative yap from the laundry room. Duffs body tensed 


beneath him and, laughing, he sat up. 


"Oh yeah." He rubbed his eyes and met Duff's incredulous gaze. There was another yap and the sound of little 


claws against the door. 


"You got me a puppy?" Duff breathed. His eyes were so wide that they threatened to take up his entire face. 
Slash nodded. "Oh my god..." 


And he took off, stumbling and laughing like a kid, to wrench open the door of the laundry room. Slash curled 
up on the pillows, yawning lazily, and smiled to himself at Duff's shriek of delight, at the soft happy cooing as 
he cuddled the dog close, at his low laughter as the puppy licked his face. It was a good present, Slash knew. 


Merry fucking Christmas to him. 


